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THE DEFEAT OF THE WALKING DELEGATE. 
“Confound these workingmen! They’re getting sensible. If this sort of thing keeps on, I shall have to go to work myse/f/” 
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SPECIAL NOTICE. 

Attention is called to the fact that every issue of Puck is spe- 
cialiy copyrighted, and its contents protected by law. We have 
no objection to the reprinting of paragraphs and articles, where 
Jull credit is given; but we can not permit the reproduction of 
our pictures, except by special arrangement with us. 





~ Owing to the pressure upon our advertis- 
ing columns, PUCK this week contains 
Eighteen Pages. 


CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 





HE general approval with which President 
Cleveland’s veto of the Pauper Pension 

Bill has been received by the press and the peo- 
ple shows clearly that the time is drawing nigh 
when good and honest government will he held 
in higher esteem than partisan bigotry. The 
bill was infamously dishonest—a shameless bid 
for the soldier vote, as it is called. Mr. Matson 
and the other men who fathered it and pushed 
it through either saw nothing dishonest in using 
the people’s money to aid in electioneering for 
themselves, or else cared not at all whether their 
action was dishonest or honest. And were Mr. 
James G. Blaine in the presidential chair, the 
bill would have been passed and signed, beyond 
a doubt, with no comment save from the oppo- 
sition press. As it is, we find the best of the 
Republican newspapers frankly commending 
Mr. Cleveland for the courage and common 
sense he has displayed in setting his veto upon 
the measure. And behind the press come the 
best and bravest of the veterans of the War of 
the Rebellion, eager to denounce the cheap 
trick of Matson and his colleagues as an insult 
to their self-respect and their soldierly pride. 
And behind the veterans stands the great mass 
of the people, glad to support the man who has 
the daring to check the extravagance of legis- 
lators and the unscrupulous greed of politicians, 


* 
* * 


This situation would not have been within 
the bounds of possibility a few years ago. That 
it exists to-day is the best of proofs that the 
country is learning the lesson laid out for it at 
the last election. Our citizens are beginning 
to understand that it is possible to have a gov- 
ernment without the corruption and weakness 
of that system of low trading which is known 
as “practical politics.” It is dawning upon 
them as a great new truth that there is no more 
need of dishonesty and incompetence in the 
management of a city or a country than there 
is in the management of a counting-house or a 
factory. ‘he whole contention of the Matsons 
and Blaines and Ingallses is that this govern- 
ment can not be carried on without a cer- 
tain compromise with honesty, which they call 
“ practical”? smartness, It means just that sort 
of rascality for which a clerk would be dis- 
missed from a business office—perhaps, sent to 
jail. But for years they have persuaded the 
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country that this rascality is pardonable in poli- 
tics, although it is undoubtedly criminal in 
business. 
* 
* * 

It really comes as a revelation to the honest 
citizen, this great truth that a little courage and 
determination will give us a genuinely honest 
government, reduce our taxes, and make the 
burden of citizenship as light as may be practica- 
ble. Things have got to such a pass that the 
American tax-payer, when he hears a fresh tale 
of corruption in high places, merely shrugs his 
shoulders and says that he supposes that sort of 
thing can not be helped. President Cleveland’s 
recent action — and many other of President 
Cleveland’s actions — may do a great deal to 
show him not only that it can be helped; but 
just how. it can be helped, and who can do 
something to help it. 

ea * 

As to the bill in question, it is hardly worth 
while to argue about it. No act of Congress 
can make it even respectable. If it can be 
called anything, it must be called “A Bill for 
the Benefit of Bounty-Jumpers and Skedaddlers, 
further Designed to Insult every Honest Veteran 
of the War of the Rebellion.” We know of a 
man, honestly earning his living under this very 
roof, who went into the War as a private, and 
came out a Major in a hard-fighting regiment— 
promoted for signal gallantry on many fields. 
This man put a plain “Mr.” in front of his 
name, and carefully concealed his war-record. 
Some one who had learned his history once 
asked him why he thus shrank from notice. 
“We-I-l-ll,” the quiet hero drawled: “there 
was some credit in being a soldier, back in ’62 
and ’3; but nowadays, when every sutler and 
pension-thief is a Veteran, it’s getting too con- 
founded low-down for any man with self-respect 
to brag of it.’ This was an overstatement— 
but—think of the facts upon which it was based. 





We have received a courteous letter complain- 
ing that our remarks on the River and Harbor 
Bill do injustice to honest contractors and to 
the naval officials who superintend their work. 


A MYSTERY OF ART. 
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STRUGGLING ARTIST (on Varnishing Day).—You 
have not only *‘skyed” my painting, but you have 
hung it upside down. 

MEMBER OF HANGING COMMITTEE. — Young 
man, you have settled a much argued question. We 
were very much afraid that it was intended to hang 
perpendicularly, instead of horizontally. 





We did say that this bill gave money into the 
hands of dishonest contractors; but our corre- 
spondent puts a very literal and limited con- 
struction on a statement of which the applica- 
tion seemed to us unquestionably clear. Nobody 
has ever objected to the honest work for which 
this bill provides— for the dredging of New York 
Harbor, or even for the building of miles of 
stone piers at Oswego to make a harbor for two 
lumber-yards and a coal-crib. Works that are 
of present or prospective necessity are all very 
well, and have not been brought into the dis- 
cussion. What we condemned was the digging 
out of such ditches as Mud and Saw-mill Creeks, 
and that famous waterway that has never been 
found—out of the River and Harbor Bill. 


* ’ * 

Our correspondent can not be ignorant of 
the fact that these jobs are engineered by local 
contractors. The contracts made are proper 
enough, we are willing to admit. We do not 
wish to cast the slightest reflection upon the 
good faith of the government officers upon 
whom devolves the duty of drawing up con- 
tracts and overseeing their fulfillment. But the 
job lies in the giving out of the contracts. Many 
of them are for work that should never be done 
—that is worse than useless. ‘he contractors 
are dishonest because they induce Congressmen 
to give them opportunities to use public money 
for improper purposes —- not because the work is 
improperly done. Our friend’s remonstrance is 
certainly sincere and well meant. Yet he must 
know how the great class of lobbying contract- 
ors is regarded by decent business men. One 
of the latter sort was asked, once upon a time, 
to give some information about a certain showy 
fellow at a summer watering-place. “ Why,” he 
said: “that is So-and-So, of the great firm 
of ‘This & ‘That—government contractors, you 
know. But,’’ he added, with some hesitation: 
“I’m told that, personally, he’s a very honest 
sort of man.” 


THE NEXT number of Puck will begin the Eleventh 
year, and the Twenty-first volume. It will be a Jubilee 
Number, and will contain a 


SUPPLEMENT 
of eight pages, with many illustrations, designed to give 
our friends some idea of Puck’s birth and growth, and 
of his system of printing and illustrating. And, more- 
over, PucK will appear in a new dress of type, of singu- 
larly delicate and attractive design. And, furthermore, 
Puck will have 28 pages in all. For, next Wednesday— 
— 1877. Nos. 1 to $21. 1887. — 


Puck will be Ten Years Old. 





Just AT present, look out for the tree agent if you live 
out of the city, for this is the time that he comes after 
you, and does all in his power to have you allow him to 
beautify and enrich your place. Turn two deaf ears to 
all he says. Don’t let him interest you with his catalogue. 
As soon as he draws it, refuse to look upon it. If you 
fall and do look upon it, he will succeed, before you 
know it, in selling you fifty crushed strawberry plants, a 
couple of horse-caraway bushes, and an arbor vite hedge, 
to bring joy unto the heart of your arbor vite hedgehog. 
He will tell you that he just sold the sheriff a number of 
black-cap bushes, and that every sickle pear-trée is war- 
ranted to contain a sickle; while you are thinking, he 
will put on a great mental grape vine twist, and sell you 
a euthanasiatic fig-tree, whose figs are warranted not to 
give the partaker euthanasiatic cholera. 

Tell him to go to, with his hobby-horse chestnuts, that 
you will have none of them, from the apple-jackpot-tree 
to the Santa Cruz rum-shrub. Tell him you would n’t 
have an apricot on the place, unless the ape were guar- 
anteed, and that you regard the soft crab-apple a de- 
lusion and a snare. Then tell him that if he wants to do 
a big tree business, that you can recommend him a hardy 
annual that every one wants. He will ask you what it 
is, and you must say, holding up your copy before him: 

Why, Puck’s ANNUAL for 1887, of course! It is now 
out, and selling all over the courtry. 

Of all newsdealers, Twenty-five cents. 

Mailed to any address on receipt of Thirty cents. 








the 
rre- 
on- 


ca- 
dy 
ich 
ork 

of 
wo 
are 
ery 
lis- 
ing 
ks, 
en 


cal 
er 
10t 
he 
on 
yn- 
he 
ny 
He 


en 
ey 
Is 


ust 
ct- 


1e, 
wy 
he 
‘m 
ou 


2st 


ith 
lee 


ve 
nd 


fu- 
fe, 





PUCK. 427 
A MORNING ROUND. 





Mrs. CARLTON-PELL (a@ society matron, entering her carriage).— 
You are ten minutes late, James. ‘This must not happen again. Klun- 
der’s first. 

JaMEs (touching his hat). - Yes, ma’am. 

Miss CaRLTON-PELL (daughter of society matron) —-Marie says that 
James’s wife is very sick. 

Mrs. CaRLTON-PELL.—Yes; I heard something of it. ‘This is the 
second time James has been tardy in a week. I shall discharge him if 
it occurs again, 

Miss CARLTON-PELL,—What are you going to do at Klunder’s? 

Mrs. CaRLToN-PELL.—I want to order a basket of roses sent to 
Mrs, Connaisseur. She is not very well. 

Miss CARLTON-PELL,—Why, she was at the Van Renwick dinner 
two nights ago. 

Mrs. CarRLTon-Peti,—Yes, | know; but she is enough indisposed 
to warrant the attention, and I want some of her pictures for our Loan 
Exhibition, 

Miss CaRLtTon-PELL.—Oh, I see. A wheel within a wheel, 

Mrs. CarLron-PELL.—Of course. You don’t suppose, my dear, I 
would send that tiresome woman twenty-five dollars’ worth of flowers 
otherwise, do you? 

oo . * 

Mrs. CaRLTON-PELL.—Oh. here is Plush & Satin’s. Sit out, if you 
like; I shan’t be long. 

Miss CARLYON-PELL (ten minutes later’).—Why, Mama, you look 
quite flustered. 

Mrs. CaRLTon-PELt.—Such impertinence! I ordered some helio- 
trope satin sent Monday to Whalebone, and it was quite two shades 
lighter than my velvet she is making. 

Miss Car.ron-PELL,—Well ? 

Mrs. CarLron-PELL.—Well, I went just now to change it, and the 
forward young woman insisted that I had selected that particular piece. 

Miss CaRLron-PeELL. How absurd! 

Mrs. CarLTon-PeLit.—Perfectly so! She even said that I had 
been undecided Monday, and had remarked it was so difficult to carry 
a shade in one’s eye. 

Miss CaRLTon-Pett.—What did you say? 

Mrs. CarLton-Pett.—Oh, I simply looked her over with my eye- 
glass. ‘hen I said: “You will cut off a yard and a quarter from the 
piece I did select and send it at once””—and came on. 

Miss CaRLTon-PetLt.—Do you believe she will? 

Mrs. Cartron-Pett,—-Indeed she will! And I hope she will have 
to rectify the blunder from her wages; she was so impertinent. 

Miss CaRuron-PELL.—Yes, indeed! 

Mrs. Cartton-Pei.—I was very forbearing in the matter, for a 
word to the floor-walker would have procured her instant dismissal. 
Plush and Satin are too politic to have any difficulty with me. 

Miss CaRLTON-PELL.—Where do we go now? 

Mrs. CaRLTon-Peti.—I want to show for five minutes at a busi- 
ness meeting of the Society for the Amelioration of the Condition of 
Shop Girls. 


Miss CaRLTON-PeLL.—Long enough to leave a subscription, I 
suppose ? 


Mrs. CaRLTON-PELL.— No, indeed! They use my name at the 
head of their list of directors, which is quite enough, 
* 


Miss CarLTon- PELL —Your five minutes were nearly ten, Mama, 
Did I hear you tell James to drive to Tiffany’s? 

Mrs. CarLTon-PELL.— Yes; I want to order that set of champagnes 
for Edith Sanger. 

Miss CarLTON-PeELt.—I thought you did. 

Mrs, CarRLtTon-PELL.—No; | looked at them, but they are rather 
expensive— eighty-five dollars—ani I wanted to find out, if possible, 
what the ‘Tolcotts would give. 

Miss CarLTon-PELL.—Did you? 

Mrs. CaRLTON-PELL.— Yes; a pair of Sévres plates, That de- 
cided me. 

Miss CarLron-PeLt.—It would never do to let their present 
rank yours. 

Mrs. CarLton-Peitit.— Of course not. By the way, while we are 
out, your father wants me to select a wedding gift for one of his book- 
keepers. 

Miss CaRLTON-PELL.—What do you suppose such people want ? 

Mrs, CaRLTon-PELL.— Oh, I don’t know. I shall not give much 
thought to it. A syrup-jug, or a butter-dish, perhaps. 

Miss CaRLTON-PELL.—But suppose they should not be going to 
set up housekeeping ? 

Mrs. CaRLTON-PELL —Well, they ought; it is much more sensible. 

* 


* 

Mrs. Cartton-PrLt.—Now, we must drive up to the Orphanage. 
As head of the Board of House Managers I must stop the leakage going 
on in the Commissary Department. 

Miss CaRLTON-PELL.—Who is wasteful? 

Mrs. CaRLTON-PELL.—That Matron. I have no confidence in 
her. Her report shows an excess of one-and-a-half pounds of sugar over 
last month, 

Miss CarRLTON-PELL.—Why, Mama, I thought you considered 
Miss Kendall a paragon of excellence? 

Mrs, CaRLTON-PELL.— Miss Kendall wasn’t appointed. Mrs, Van 
Courtland got her protégée, that silly little widow, in the place, 

Miss CARLTON-PELL.—You give so much time to it I should think 
you ought to have your wishes consulted. 

Mrs. CarLTon-PELL.— They understand now that I must have my 
wishes consulted. Mrs. Van Courtland presumes too much on her five- 
hundred dollar New-Year’s donation. 

Miss CaRLToNn-PeLt.—And you sent two great bundles of the 
children’s outgrown clothing at X’mas. 

Mrs. CaRLTON-PELL.— Yes; and disposed of boxes for the concert 
from my house. It’s the way of the world, my dear—quiet unosten- 
tatious work is seldom appreciated. 

ok 


MRS. CarLton-PeLt.—Home, James! I’m quite fagged with all 
I’ve accomplished this morning. 

Miss CaRLTon-PELL.—I believe, Mama, you may drop me at 
Kitty’s. I want to tell her that I’ve been asked to stand with Clara; she 
was so hoping that she would be, you know. PuiLip H. WELCH, 
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LET THE SUFFERING PUBLIC READ. 


“The shortness of the fe- 
male dresses, which had con- 
tinued in fashion ever since 
the days of William Kieft, 
had long offended his eye, 
and though extremely averse 
to meddling with the petti- 
coats of the ladies, yet he im- 
mediately recommended that 
every one should be furnished 
with a flounce to the bottom. 
He likewise ordered that the 
ladies, and, indeed, the gen- 
tlemen, should use no other 
step in dancing than shuffle- 

and-turn, and double-trou- 
ble, and forbade, under pain 
of his high displeasure, any 
young lady thenceforth to 
attempt what was termed 
‘exhibiting the graces.’ 

the only restrictions he ever 





“These were 
imposed upon the sex, and these were consid- 
ered by them as tyrannical oppressions, and 
resisted with that becoming spirit always mani- 
fested by the gentle sex whenever their privi- 


leges are invaded, In fact, Peter Stuyvesant 
plainly perceived that if he attempted to push 
the matter any further, there was danger of 
their leaving off petticoats al- 
together. So, like a wise man, 
experienced in the ways of 
women, he held his peace, and 
suffered them ever afterward to 
wear their petticoats, and cut 
their capers as high as they 
pleased.””—Jrving’s “ Knicker- 
bocker’s History of New York.” 
(Book VII. Chapter 1.) 


As soon as Mr. Sullivan’s 
broken arm gets well, he will 
have something to say to the 
editor of the World. Madison 
Square Garden, we are afraid, 
won’t hold the crowd. 


WE HAPPENED to see a robin 
the other day, the first of the 
season, It wasstuffed. Ethereal 
mildness may still be backward. 


‘THIS COUNTRY is getting so 
Ingallish, you know. 


Ligeut. SCHWATKA, who is 
exploring Montana, telegraphs 
that the weather is cold there. 
This is another Jones River 
discovery. 


THE CAMPBELL divorce bill, 
which Lord Colin will have to 
pay, comes to thirteen thousand 
five hundred dollars, and his 
noble father talks of an appeal 
to the citizens of Newport, 
R. L., to favor him with advice, 
gained from experience, which 
will enable him to dodge the 
payment, 


A BosTon PAPER says that 
the late Charles Francis Adams = er, 
left a son and an estate worth ~ 
$1,026.000. ‘The estate alone 
footed up 1,025,999. 





SPEAKING OF car-heaters, what 
is the matter with the old-fash- 
ioned pocket-flask ? 
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PaTRICK CONELLY, a resident of Galveston, 
has become a raving maniac through reading 
the works of Henry George, and a subscription 
is to be started to send him to Rome. 


A SOCIETY NOTE FROM KANSAS. 








LEAVENWORTH, KAnsAS, Feb. 9th, 1887. 
tr the Editor of Puck—Sir: ; 

The enclosed I clip from this morning’s issue of «« the 
leading daily newspaper of Kansas.” Please note how 
near we are to the band-wagon of advancing civilization, 
and give me credit for offering you a chance (which you 
otherwise miss) to laugh, in return for the many oppor- 
tunities you have given me. 

‘Truly yours, 
JIMUEL. 
ANOTHER CONVERSION. 

Miss Kate Rapp, a young lady from Mill- 
wood, while visiting at the residence of Mrs. 
‘Terry, has experienced religion apd was bap- 
tized at the Baptist church on Thursday night, 
February 3d. She was accompanied by Mrs. 
Ida Ryan, formerly Miss Ida ‘Terry, and a 
number of the other young ladies. She was 
dressed in a white robe which made her appear 
very elegant. She was so overjoyed with hap- 
piness that she assended the long flight of stairs 
with a light heart and walked bravely into the 
pool and the following hymn was saiig: ‘Come 
to Jesus.” X, 

—Leavenworth Times, Feb, oth. 


BEAUTIFUL BROOKLYN. 


A PECULIARITY OF ITS WEALTHY CITIZENS. 










ANA, 


R SIDEWALKS TAKE CARE OF THEMSELVES ALL WINTER. 





Sir Joun A, McDona .p, the Canadian Pre- 
mier, is nicknamed ‘Old ‘To-morrow” by his 
fellow-countrymen, ‘lhe reason is not given, 
but it is suspected that the name came from 
the fact that an average dose of Canadian 
whiskey lasts over night. 


Tuls 1s about the time of year for the car- 
penters and bricklayers to be laying plans for 
a spring strike, so as to have a gocd easy time 
of it doing nothing through the summer. 





Anxious INQUIRER —'I'he Blair Educational 
Bill is a big thing in figures, as you will find by 
taking the $70,000,000 it calls for out of the 
Treasury, and mixing these up with the statistics 
of illiteracy contained in the last United States 
Census, A few mathematical calculations will 
enable you to ascertain exactly how much learn- 
ing it will produce to the acre. 

‘THERE IS a family in Polk County, Pa., whose 
children answer to the following names: Mollie 
Necklace, Quincy Ann, Sis ‘'tommie, Happy 
Josie, Weston Chester, and I 
Wonder. ‘They are preparing 
for a parental lynching. bee, 
and will give the entertainment 
as soon as they get old and 
strong enough, 


Mr. BLAINE has given the 
McKeesport and Belle Vernon 
Railroad free right of way 
through his property for the 
distance of a mile. We advise 
the president, directors, and 
employees to be looking out 
for something todo, They will 
need it in the near future, when 
they lose their railroad. 


A DISPATCH SAYs that the 
Yale students have formed an 
amateur dramatic company, 
with John Rogers, Jr., and 
Reginald Fairfax Harrison as 
leading lady and gentleman. 
Miss Rogers has our congratu- 
lations. 


Ir Mr, MARSHALL P. WIL- 
DER is n’t careful, he will verge 
on plagiarism. He told a story 
at a wedding celebration the 
other day, and a stuffed dove 
that hung over the bride and 
her consort, fluttered down and 
flew out of the window, In- 
vestigation has proved that 
when Noah opened the win- 
dow of the ark to let the cele- 
brated bird in, that joke was 
found tangled up in the olive 
branch, and afforded entertain- 
ment for the steerage passen- 
gers for days and days. 


Joun Ruskin refers to “the 
graceful, amusing, and certainly 
decorative and dramatic pro- 
fession of arms,’? John never 
lay under a. rail-fence in Vir- 
ginia, picking bullets out of his 
hair with one hand, and with 
the fingers of the other trying 
to stop up air-holes in various 
locations on his system. 
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SATISFIED TO WAIT. 


asshel ig 





«How long would you be willing to wait for me?” 
she asked, in tones so low he could scarcely catch the 
words. 

And then she went on: ‘ You know, George,’ 
said: ‘that father has recently invested in a western 
silver mine, and he is going there at once, and J cannot 
leave mother alone. So I ask you again, George, how 
long would you be willing to wait for me?” 

«Wait for you, my darling,” repeated George with 
deep emotion, for kis was no fleeting love, dear reader: 
«+ T will wait for you until we learn how the silver mine 


> she 


pans out.” 


A yourH Is conscious how little his elders 
know until he gets to be an elder himself. ‘Then 
he realizes the deficiencies of youth, 





A GREAT MANY American women are self- 
supporting, especially when they are in the 
street-cars. 


IN PREPARING for the toboggan season, great 
care should be used in selecting the toboggan 
and the girl, 


DOCTOR OF JOURNALISM. 


‘7s FATHER: 

I have accepted a position on the Lone 
Jack, Arizona, Waid, If you people at home 
would not consider it trite, L should be pleased 
to exclaim Eureka! But I have learned that it 
is best not to be too trite west of the Missouri 
River, 

1 find my work is somewhat different from 
that which we were taught at the School of 
Journalism. Although not laborious, it is ex- 
citing. ‘The city editor calls my most carefully 
prepared MSS., “ stuff’? Quite recently I hand- 
ed him a brilliantly descriptive account of a 
school-picnic held in a neighboring catalpa 
grove. A decidedly hard look glazed his cold, 
gray features, and he said wearily: 

“This kind of rot makes me tired.” 

_L inquired of a brother journalist what the 
city editor could have meant by such an ex- 
pression, and he said he thought the old man 
must have been trying to recall what his name 
was In the States, Why should a plain city edi- 
tor call my copy “ stuff?” Why should he des- 
Ignate my most elaborate work “rot?” Quien 
sabe ? 

A blood-curdling affair happened last night 
at the “ House of Blazes,” a local saloon and 
gambling-place here in Lone Jack. A super- 
fluity of Pine Top whiskey overcame the con- 
scientious scruples of a fawn-eyed cow-boy, and 
he began feeding the contents of a steel-blue 
navy revolver into an inoffensive citizen, who 
was just on the eve of opening a seventeen- 
dollar-and-fifty-cent jack-pot. I had barely 
time to get out on to the street before the man 
breathed his last. I see by this morning’s Wail 
that the victim was the Hon. Joel K. Swartout, 
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one of the most prominent men in Lone Jack, 
and that he was shot by “ Nosey” Blake, a no- 
torious desperado whom the citizens are now, 
as I glance from my window across the alkali 
patches, preparing to execute @ /a Chief- Justice 
Lynch, 

I had casually mentioned to the city editor, 
just before the Waz/ went to press, that I sur- 
mised there had been some kind of trouble up 
at the “‘ House of Blazes,” and was just dilating 
on the particulars, when he jumped up, kicked 
his chair into the composing-room, and asked 
me why in I had n’t gone to the dead 
man’s home, and got his name, age, birth-place, 
color of his hair, if his own, if not, whose it 
was, style of hat he had on, teeth, natural, vul- 
canite or gold-plate, amount of life insurance, 
ages of widow and number of children, day set 
for funeral, number of years in the Territory, 
brand of his cattle, politics, religion, weight, 
height, etc., etc., etc. 

I tried to soothe the infuriated man by hint- 
ing that it would hardly be the genteel thing, 
or even considerate, to break in on the family 
grief in that style, so soon, too, after the man’s 
death. I reminded him, respectfully but firmly, 
that although he was not a graduate of an 
Eastern School of Journalism, but a spontane- 
ous product of a West which is at once both 
wild and woolly, there are moments when some 
people prefer to be alone with their dead. ‘Then 
I showed him my blue and gold diploma, 

I think he struck at me once or twice, but 
am not positive, But he did say that I wanted 
to “stick” the paper, rang all the bells in the 
office, pounded the floor, and ordered a couple 
of space-writers to skip over to the saloon and 
the victim’s residence, and “take the whole 
thing for two-columns-and-a-half.”’ 

I remain your affectionate son, 

Junius Q. Wartt.es, D. J. 





P. S.—I open this again to append a line to 
the effect that you will have to remit me a lit- 
tle money. The city editor has just informed 
me that the Wail will have to stagger along 
without my services. I think he is angry with 
me for not having rushed in on 
the stricken relatives and pried 
the life secrets of the corpse 
from the lips of the mourners. 
But I respect trouble; I honor 
grief; | am ever ready to ap- 
plaud true, genuine woe. There 
is a man here who wants me to 
go out with him on his sheep- 
ranch and boil up tobacco-dip 
for the scab. I may, possibly, 
accept the position. 


J. Q. W,, D. J. 


THE FORMATION of Mother 
Eve’s tomb on the outskirts of 
Djeddah shows her to have been 
a woman over thirty feet high. 
Small wonder that when she 
said “ eat,’ Adam ate. 

WHEN TWO Americans meet, 
the first thing they do is “smile.” 
This is more evidence that our 
national characteristic is humor. 

Ir TAKES a Philadelphia girl 
half-an-hour to decide which 
she will choose—ice - cream or 
scrapple. 


WeE can not help but ex- 
claim: “How admirable are 
thy works, oh, Nature!” For 
instance: A man is cold with 
chills, but the fever always 
comes to warm him up. 
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THE BATTLE OF BLAINTHEME. 


“Twas on a summer evening, 
And James G. had begun 

To rattle off his well-known speech 
Of eighteen sixty-one; 

Forth from his ancient carpet-bag 
He drew the Bloody Shirt, 

And waved aloft its tattered sleeves 
In manner most expert; 

While all around him silent stood 

A vast discordant multitude. 


Then up rose one amid that throng, 
And Mugwun)p was his name, 

A veteran of the Civil War, 
A soldier, old and lame; # 

*¢ Pray tell me why you ask my vote, 
And why you wave on high 

This relic of antiquity ”—- 
He asked—and got reply: 

«« Why, twenty years ago, you see, 

We won a famous victory!” 


*¢ But is the war not over, James, 
And all its deeds of woe 

Forgiven and forgotten by 
The nation long ago ? 

Are not the tramp of arméd men, 
The fatal rifle’s blast, 

The cannon’s roar, the dying moan, 
Traditions of the past ?” 

«¢I’m sure I do not know,’ said he: 

«+ But ’twas a famous victory.” 


*¢ But what of civil-service, James, 
And revenue reform, 
Monopolists and laborers, 
The anti-whiskey storm ? 
Pray, give us living issues, man, 
And let the dead ones rest; 
Now of ail reasons for your hopes, 
Which think you is the best ?” 
*¢T’m sure I’ve heard of none,”’ said he: 
** Except the fameus victory.” 


‘« But, James, you never went to war, 
Nor fought the rebel host, 
Nor helped our gallant soldiers win 
The victories you boast! 
Why, then, do you recount the scenes 
Of twenty years ago ? 
What sufferings did you endure, 
What trials wrought you woe ?” 
«*T stayed at home and preyed,” said he: 
«* But ’twas a famous victory!’’ 
E. FRANK LINTABER. 


NOTHING WASTED. 


Younc Houseneeper (0 butcher).—Do you always weigh tur 
keys with the feet on ? 

BUTCHER (affably).—That’s the way the bird grows, mum. 

YounG HouseKEEPER.—But what can I do with the feet ? 

BUTCHER (¢houghtfully).—Well, I dunno, mum, Some folks is 
very fond of ’em on toast. 
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OUR EXPERIENCE-MEETING. 
} ow I BECAME A MUSICIAN. 










' By 
*) GuGLIELMO TuTt1 FRuTTI. 





When I look back upon 
my forty years’ career as 
an organist, I cannot re- 

press a sense of amazement 
that I should have accomplished what I have 
in the face of such tremendous difficulties. As 
has been too frequently the case in the history 
of music, my parents failed to recognize my 
talent for the divine art, or, recognizing it, 
they deliberately sought to direct my thoughts 
into a foreign channel. And yet I cannot but 
think that I manifested unmistakable signs of 
my predilections at an unusually early age. 

I can even now remember how when I was 
scarcely able to creep, I was rudely taken by 
an irate mother from the making of crude music 
with a clothes-pin on a reversed tin pan. My 
grief was excessive, and marked by that deep 
melancholy that characterizes the artist’s emo- 
tions. Deprived of the tin pan, I next sought 
to secure musical effect by playing upon the 
family cat, after the manner of the organ, which 
later became my favorite instrument, the pus- 
sy’s tail serving for the crank, melodic modu- 
lations being attained by deftly squeezing the 
feline throat with my left hand. It was only 
the vigorous application of the paternal slipper 
that at last brought me from the clouds of fancy 
back to the dull earth life to which my parents 
would consign me. ‘lhe severity of the experi- 
ence taught me cau- 
tion, and for two years 
thereafter I studied 
musical effects in se- 
cret, examining my 
own mind with, for a 
child, marvelous ana- 
lysis to learn whether 
I could think myself 
really destined for an 
artistic career. 

It rejoiced me great- 
ly to conclude that I 
was. I then began to 
yearn for recognition. 
After much hesitation 
I ventured to test my 
powers by playing in 
my parents’ presence 
upon an_ instrument 
then popular in Italy 
—la viola satanica. 
‘This consisted of a tin 
box at the end of a 
waxed string, and was 
played by causing the 
string to vibrate from 
rubbing with the palm 
of the hand. ‘The 
wrath of the household 
was great and irresist- 
ible. Years of scanty 
feeding upon bread 
crusts are not to be 
compared with the tor- 
ments that were inflict- 
ed on my four years’ 
old body. 

But my thirst for 
music was not to be 
summarily quenched. 
During the successive 
five years I took every 
opportunity that offer- 
ed to study the art, and . 
at nine was able to dis- i. 
tinguish musical char- 
acters on the printed 


page from the letters brought on the chops. 
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Mr, LATELY.—Yes. 


PUCK. 


of the alphabet. Once a traveling organist per- 
mitted me to take a turn at the crank, and the 
delight made me happy for weeks. 

My parents were fitting me to be a coster- 
monger, and I was already entrusted with ped- 
dling little consignments of fruit about the 
streets. By perseverance in picking up apples 
by the roadside, and selling them instead of my 
stock, I secured a few pennies of my own, 
though it was at the expense of sundry beatings 
for not disposing of more of the consigned fruit. 
With my cash in my shoe I stole away one 
night and bought a position in a troupe of 
traveling musicians, where for a while I played 
the part of the helplessly crippled child. 

At last I had an audience of musicians, and 
when on the march I was allowed to practise 
the tambourine while looking after the comfort 
of the monkey. The elder players snubbed me 
somewhat, but native talent triumphed, and 
eventually I took my place in the band as a 
performer. I followed the principle of keeping 
everything I could get, and so after a while was 
able to rent an organ, and start out by myself. 
What joy inexpressible in any language except 
that of music, when I first turned the melodious 
crank! My soul was fired! I sat up all night in 
the depths of a gloomy, uninhabited forest 
playing, and before morning had mastered 
every tune in the repertory of the instrument. 
I take a reasonable pride in recording this un- 
precedented feat. 

But the struggle was not yet over, ‘The public 
was to be conquered. ‘There began a long series 
of efforts to impress my work upon European 
intelligence. Buffets and scorn were my portion 
for years, but persevering through all. I mastered 


AT NEWPORT. 
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Mrs. LATEe.y (referring to butler).—UHave you noticed how gracefully our new man serves us, dear? 
I almost caught myself tipping him when he 


I wish he’d modify it a little. 


THE ACME OF DEVOTION. 


(On Inkerman’s Fart.) 





Miss De CRASHVILLE.—Oh, mama, I had such a de- 
lightful waltz with that Mr, Inkerman, and I told him 
all those funny stories from the Laugher that Jack read 
us last night, and— 

MaMa.—Did he seem to enjoy them, my dear? 

Miss DE CRASHVILLE.—Immensely; why? 

Mama.—Mr. Inkerman edits the Laugher, 





the technique of the organ so that those who 
failed to like me were forced to admire. At 
twenty-five I was able to own my organ. ‘Then 
I came to America. 
Alas! Even the pres- 
tige of European tours 
Wy did not obviate the 
ima) necessity of creating 
the demand for my 
work as a_ virtuoso. 
But of my career here 
1 need not speak. Suf- 
fice it to say that I 
have been all over the 
country, attracted at- 
tention in every city, 
and have now settled 
down to catering toa 
limited but cultivated 
clientéle in New York 
city. I give matinée 
recitals in the vicinity 
of the lower end of 
Fifth avenue, and af- 
ternoon concerts in 
Franklin Square. 1 
shall be gratified if 
my arduous career may 
encourage, by its re- 
sults, the persistent en- 
deavors of others who 
aim to become some- 
thing in the world’s 
work. 
F. R. Burton. 


In Ripe: HaGGarn’s 
latest story, “ She,’’ he 
distinctly says that the 
elder Vincey entered 
his friend’s apartment 
with an iron box in 
his right-hand. ‘That 
is probably the reason 
that the artist put the 
iron box in his left- 
hand in the picture. 





As Broap AS IT IS 
Lonc—A Square. 
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A SLIGHT MISTAKE. 





MATE,—Here, you rascal! we don’t allow no infernal machines 
on this pier! Run for an officer, Bill! 
STRANGER.—Go slow, Cap’n. I took a trip down on this line 
last winter, and I thought this time I’d bring along something to 
wiasticate the cast-iron grub you serve. 


AT THE END OF THE CHUTE. 


ae maid had on a blanket suit ; 
The beau had on one, too, 
As they adown the slippery chute 
On their toboggan flew. 


“Oh, hold me tight!” the maiden cried, 
A-gasping for her breath. 

“I am!” the frightened youth replied, 
A-hanging on like death. 


Like railway trains, like lightning hot, 
Like meteors from the sky, 

Like bullets from a rifle shot 
Did they in terror fly. 


The shrieks that maiden gave with might 
Were floating far behind 

As now, invisible to sight, 
Down, down they went it blind. 


The old toboggan humped and bumped 
Along the icy glare, 

Then, of a sudden, up it jumped 
And slid right on the air. 


On air alone it had to scud 
Till, with a mighty throe 

And with a soft and sickening thud, 
It plunged four feet in snow. 


And left four feet stuck out beside 

That brought, when pulled right smart, 
Two bags of snow which vainly tried 

To tell themselves apart. 


H. C. Donce. 





QUERY. 


In Harper's, before Warner’s name, 
May not “C, D.” be in part meant 
‘To intimate, of the “ Drawer,’ that the same 
x Is the Chestnut Department? 
TRISTRAM SHANDYGAFFE, 


Ir 1s when the ballet is on that we realize 
how atrocious the high hats are. 


PUCK. 


Perry BELMONT finds Secretary 
Manning’s recent letter on the fish- 
ery question “very unsatisfactory 
indeed.” So we suppose the Secre- 
tary will have to try again. 


In WASHINGTON, they say it is 
now very difficult to get anybody 
to acknowledge that they were 
present at the Chinese Minister’s 
ball.—Mail and Express. Uncle 
Cyrus can not hope to shine in 
good society, unless he improves in 
his grammar. 


THE CRANK who exploded the 
Patti bomb is trying to arouse pub- 
lic sympathy and adulation by stat- 
ing that he intended it for Nicolini. 


BuFFALO BILL never drinks any 
thing stronger than lemonade; but 
he travels with Tom Ochiltree oc- 
casionally, and does n’t need to. 





“UNCLE Remus”’ has written an- 
other Southern dialect story, and 
the sutgeons at the various hos- 
pitals are getting their appliances 
ready for the treatment of jaw dis- 
locations and tace contortions, 

Dr. ‘TALMAGE says that he in- 
tends to die in Brooklyn. This is 
good so far as it goes; but when, 
doctor, when ? 

ACCORDING TO all reports, the 
“Tycoon bang,’’ which is one of 
the latest styles for dressing My Lady’s hair, 
is likewise one the loudest; but that’s no reason 
why it should n’t make a hit among the society 
chjaps. 





THE PENSION is mightier than the sword, 





MAsPERO, THE EGypro.ocist, has finally 
cleaned away completely the front of the old 
Sphinx at Ghizeh—but was disappointed in not 
finding the Republi- 


can platform of 1888. 
NECESSITY 





“¢ WHat ARE the cold 
waves saying ?’’ is the 
popular refrain in Ida- 
ho. . 

GOING DOWN an 
angle of forty-five de- 
grees with a satisfac- 
tory girl, makes one 
happy to the very last 
degree. 


THE sysTEM of heat- 
ing railroad cars in 
England seems to have 
reached perfection — 
at least, so far as dan- 
ger to life from fire is 
concerned. They are 
not heated. 


A LonDon FIRM has 
ordered _ 2,800,000 
handkerchiefs in Ly- 
ons, each one to have 
the portrait of Queen 
Victoria printed on it. 
In spite of the ap- 
proaching jubilee, Mr. 
Ingalls wonders to 
what use all these flags 


can be put, save for [ve got th’ ears sewed on. 


war purposes. 





Goop at A Pinch—The Crab. 





Or tHE CLorH—Dry Goods Clerks, 
A Rare Treat—That of the Bar-Tender. 


BacKING Down—The Feather Dealer. 





LANDMARKS—Foot-T racks in the Hall. 


BADLY STRAPPED—Delaware’s Offenders. 


SHut Up—The Concern That Failed. 








THE Key vo Lire’s Mystery—The Monkey. 


Worps oF WispomM—Subscribe for Puck. 





Over Mucu—Mo¢re and Most. 


Licuts Our—The Bank Cashier. 
LIvE Srock —‘I'hat Which Is Above Par, 


Just Outr— Oscar Baldwin. 


Morro For A GERMAN DruccisT -- Nux Cum 
Arouse! 


Bap Hapirs—Ready-Made Clothes, 





A Wipe-AwakeE Cirizen — The Midnight 
Baby. 


Wipr-AWAKE FOR ‘MarcH — The Florida 
Hotel-keepers. 


A Monry OrpdER—Pay Up! 


In Conc_usion— Finis, 





A Joint ArrairR—The Stove-Pipe. 


THE MOTHER OF INVENTION. 





FARMER CHubB.—Fetch along the axe, ’Manthy; an’ git this tail off’n th’ critter. 


’Twon’t do ter let that dude go back without gittin’ no 


rabbits, after he’s went an’ paid me ten dollars fer ther priv’lege of shootin. 
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your hands—you’re surrounded! 


HTHE SURPLUS. 
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| ecard is by no means a gentle month, if it does come in on the 
last lap of winter, when the playful frigidity of the cold term has 
lawfully attained its growth, and sailed away on mystic wings, 

Latterly, it appears old Zero just begins to fledge out like the early 
biped of our barn-yard as February sets in, and does not gain sufficient 
motive power with which to propel itself until spring meanders in and 
forcibly ejects the would-be prolonger of Arctic breezes and rabid 
pneumonia. 

It seems almost cruel to look back to the days when we were un- 
observing children, and to be compelled to realize that farmers then 
began making ready to plough after Washington’s Birthday, 

Just now they begin cutting the second crop of cord-wood to meet 
the grand requirements of a salubrious cold snap, and never think of 
giving up the cider and hickory-nut practice until long after February 
has been forgotten, 

It is said that the climate of Ireland is mild and inviting, and that 
ground is broken there in the latter part of February. 

There can be no doubt of the truthfulness of this assertion, be- 
cause there are more Irish here to-day than in Ireland; if her climate 
had been more uncertain, changeable and severe than our own, there is 
no doubt but what they would have stayed there. 

I happened to pick up an old patent-medicine almanac the other 
day, and, in glancing over its sacred pages, my attention was attracted 
to a picture which headed the page set apart for the once merry month 
of February, so to speak, 

It represented a busy agricultural combination of plough-boy, flock- 
ing birds, and cows in pasture, 

Curiosity prompted me to compare notes with the present-day 
almanac, and I was agitated and deeply concerned to find that the 
artist of to-day pictured a modest farm-house buried in snow up to the 
gables, and a few footprints, probably, of the farmer himself, leading 
from the house to the wood-shed. 

I conclude that the present-day artist caught on the correct idea 
of February from the fashionable practice of residing out-of-town all 
the year round, while the old-time artist was either an untamed _prevari- 
cator, or a victim of misguided judgement, 

Gentle reader, if your ten-shilling arctics have become “ tired” 
and worn down at the foundations, and you calculate they will keep 
you off the ground until the Oxford-tie season again gladdens the heart, 
you are laying yourself open to harsh criticism, and ydur feet to a prob- 
able attack of chilblains. 

Just because a couple of warm days glide along, and the moisture 
from the murky pool finds its way through the weak part of your played- 
out * Wellingtons,” don’t think that you can cast aside your warm rai- 
ment and don the checked summer vest and seersucker duster, and that 


THE CORRECT REPARTEE, 





METROPOLITAN P. F.—Hey! Move on! What are you doing there? 
REPOSEFUL OuTCAst.—Faith, 1’m a Knight of Labor after obeying me Walk- 
ing Delegates. 


PUCK. 


the porous boots should not be renovated, because you are merely pass- 
ing through a sort of off period. Mr. Zero is merely taking a rest, and 
while you are circulating about with your heavy overcoat on your arm, 
listening anxiously for the first plaintive trill of the bluebird, and gath- 
ering in the elements with which to build the foundation for the last 
and grandest of all your winter colds, he is recuperating his wasted 
energies, and will bear down upon you with such positive reality before 
February departs, that you will become forgetful of the situation and 
imagine winter is just starting in, and you with but one short ton of 
coal in the cellar, 

Don’t be deceived in February, because of “the good old days” 
you hear so much about; she is the giddy girl of the class, the wind- 
bag of a violent period, and it is not more than a twelvemonth ago 
that old “ Feb.”’ broke loose from her moorings and treated us to one 
of the most active and boisterous cyclones known in years, and when 
we least expected it. 

This year, however, we have profited by the example, and, in spite 
of our recent strike and threatened coal famine, sufficient fuel remains 
in the cellar to feed the gigantic furnace in case of a repetition of last 
February’s hilarity. A. W. MUNKITTRICK. 


UNACCUSTOMED TO CAPITAL SOCIETY. 
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YounG WASHINGTONIAN (fo Stranger).—The ball last evening was a very pleas. 
ant affair, sir. 

STRANGER.—So I hear. I would have liked to attend it very much; but unfor- 
tunately | received no invitation. 

YOuNG WASHINGTONIAN.—No invita—? Oh, I see, you are a stranger in the city. 

STRANGER.—Yées, sir. 


Ir 1s reported in refined and intelligent Mormon circles that Brig- 
ham Young is to appear on earth again. His wife are waiting for the 
fulfilment of the prophecy with widely diversified feelings. 


Rev. H. BERNARD CARPENTER, the Boston poet, has received an 
autograph letter from Tennyson, praising some of his recent work, and 
he is petitioning to have the frog-pond deepened, that he may drown 
himself in the presence of his congregation. 


“ VOLAPUK,” THE universal language, is rapidly dying out, but a 
fair idea of it may be had by listening to a Chambers Street bob-tail 
car-driver trying to convince a Pier 4o truckman that it is impossible 
to pass through a space two feet wide, with the said car. 


THE GooDyY-Goopy ‘lemperance women of the District of Colum- 
bia, who met the other night, and passed resolutions thanking Congress 
for passing the Interstate Commerce Bill, are now importuning Judge 
Reagan to know when the pool-rooms are to be shut up. 


THE AMEER OF AFGHANISTAN collects a tribute of one dollar and 
twelve cents on every newspaper that passes through his country; but 
when Puck’s ANNUAL appeared, he loaded it with presents, introduced 
it to his harem, and ordered a million for free distribution. 





























PUCK. 


MYSELF AS AN 





Ws I say I am an author, I don’t wish to be under- 
stood as claiming to be one of the noted names 
of Fiction. You won’t find my name in Allibone’s “ Dic- 
tionary of Authors,” and you won’t find my works in the 
book-stores. But that is their loss, not mine. 1 havea 
higher ideal than these fellows whom the public worships 
now-a-days, Give me five minutes, and I can show you 
that Dickens was a buffoon, and Bulwer a crank, and as for 
the recent novelists, 1 never read them. Really, I haven’t 
time. (1 wish you could hear me say that. ‘The scorn is 
lost when you only read it.) Although I have never appeared 
in book-form, I write regularly for the magazines. 1 choose 
only those which pay highest prices, and which are the hard- 
est to get into. My powers have received recognition in this 
field. When they decline my articles—which I am bound to 
say they always do —they are very careful to explain that the 
refusal is not to be interpreted as an adverse judgement on 
the merits of the work. In fact, they always recommend me 
to try some other magazine, where my articles will be more 
acceptable. This shows that the editors are not wholly blind 
to genuine merit. 

After all, I cannot say that I should care to rest my repu- 
tation upon magazine work, It is too ephemeral for a man of 
genuine literary calibre. ‘he public reads your articles, 
smiles at them, perhaps—often with a smile of contempt— 
and then forgets you, What I want is permanent literary fame. 
I have decided that the publisher is the only man for me, 

Some people will tell you that a writer will be marked by 
one distinct style. Nonsense! I have half-a-dozen styles my- 
self, and if you were to read them all, you would never know 
but what half-a-dozen men had been writing. ‘This is an ex- 
cellent quality. When | sat down to write my first novel, I 
had, in the first place, to select my style. I decided on an 
easy, flowing, high-toned style, somewhat Bostonian in char- 
acter. I began my book like this: 

“One morning, Lunkhed thrust his huge form breathless- 
ly into his office. ‘lhe clerks had already gathered in their 
rooms, ‘The porters had been listlessly matching pennies, and 
glanced at him guiltily. 

“Say, Thomas!’ shouted Lunkhed, with the blunt, awk- 
ward cordiality of the average American employer: ‘Git 
them west’n orders off first thing in the morning, won’t ye?’ 

“Ves?” responded Thomas, interrogatively. 

“*Yes,’ repeated Lunkhed, acquiescing with clumsy ease. 

“All right, sir, said Thomas, musing quaintly, after the manner of 
sensitive Hibernians. Lunkhed drew off his coat (he pronounced it 
cut), which he wore with diffidence—a garment of doubtful fit, recom- 
mended to Lunkhed by an insinuating Baxter Street clothier—an:| 
laughed forlornly as he surveyed the papers accumulated on the desk.” 

This, you see, gave at the outset an excellent idea of Lunkhed’s 
character, as well as ‘Thomas’s, and a capital hit at the habits of Ameri- 
can porters. I considered that rather neat, and the rest of the book 
was written-up to match. The publisher to whom this was submitted 
sent it back within a week, and had the expressage on the bundle col- 
lected at my end. I supposed at first that he had returned it to me to 
revise for publication, or perhaps to suggest appropriate scenes for il- 
lustration, I found I was mistaken in my man, There was a printed 


circular, stating in an abrupt manner that they regretted to say that, for 
reasons of a business nature, they were compelled to decline publishing 
my work, A few lines added in handwriting read as follows: “Really, my 
dear sir, we must protest against having any more Howellses at present. 
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AUTHOR. 


So long as the original occupies half of one maga- 
zine, and a third of another, anc appears in di- 
luted form in all the rest, we reatly wish you 
wouldn’t.” 

This was both hard and unjust. It certainly 
was not my fault that another author had trenchei 
on my ground, and stolen my style. However, | 
am not a man to be discouraged by a trifle like that. | 
am fortunate, as I observed before, in possessing a 
large variety of styles. As my intensely American 
work had not succeeded, I decided this time upon a 
foreign view of things. For style I chose the light 
cynical. Thus began my story: 

“ Mr, Secaucus approached with a smile Miss Win- 
ona, to whom he had been introduced the previous 
evening. He was tall and blonde, was Mr. Secaucus, 
and carried himself with a mingled grace and dignity 
rarely seen on this side of the ocean. His speech was 
soft and mellow, a rich London dialect, indescribably 
charming. His dropped aspirates and naif lisp lent 
a fascination to his presence which even Miss Winona, 
American though she was, was not slow to appreciate, 
She drew near, and took his arm with jaunty familiar- 
ity. Secaucus looked puzzled, then flushed. ‘You take 
people’s arms in America, do you,’ he asked, laughing- 
ly, ‘when you have only known them a dozen hours?’ 

“Naturally, we do,’ she answered, volubly, with 
an impertinent thrust of her elbow into his side, ‘ You 
don’t, of course. We all know that. Why don’t you?’ 
she said, looking at him with her deep blue eyes, in 
such a manner as to indicate her entire ignorance of 
all European conventionalities. Secaucus was moved 
and interested, in spite of himself. ‘ You are too for- 
ward, don’t you know ?’ he suggested gently. ‘Never 
mind,’ said Miss Winona, with a flippant little laugh: 
‘we are people with a purpose. You must take us as 
you find us, must n’t you?’ Secaucus smiled thought- 
fully. Did he love this girl, or did he not? he asked 
himself as he withdrew.” 

I liked this. It gave an accurate picture of an 
American girl from the true English standpoint, and 
also revealed to my American readers the virtues of a 
London cockney. Further on in the story I had a rude 
American boy and a cranky old lady, together with a general exposure 
of the absurdities of American soc.ety. If that would n’t please the public, 
I don’t know what would. My manuscript stayed at the publisher’s a 
full month, and came back looking very dusty. Singularly enough, 
this publisher also observed that, for reasons of a business nature, 4e 
was compelled to decline publishing my work. ‘Then, in handwriting, 
he added: 

“My dear sir, there is but one Henry James. ‘The country isn’t 
big enough for two, You had better go and write in England.” 

I deigned no answer. In future, I shall ignore the publishers. I 
have purchased and set up in my study a bust of Napoleon, who, ac- 
cording to Moore, once shot a publisher. They shall never see a manu- 
script of mine again. Never mind, gentlemen, never mind! My eldest 
son has a fine head for business, and when he grows up, a publisher he 
shall be. I shall myself be his backer. So long as his fond father lives, 
my boy shall never want for manuscripts. And when that time arrives, 
I advise the present brood of so-called authors to look to "4 laurels. 
A. D. N. 
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COMPROMISING WITH THE DAY. 
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*« No, Bobby,” said his mother: 
It’s Sunday, you know,” 


‘¢ Well, Ma,” persisted Bobby: 
straight ahead, and not try to do any fancy work ?” 


THE “LABOR LEADER” IN CONGRESS. 


ee & Congressional “labor leader” is the 

monumental nuisance of Washington. He 
grows in numbers and blatancy at each session 
of Congress, and has now reached such propor- 
tions and noisiness that much-needed legisla- 
tion is deferred on account of the time he 
occupies in shooting-off his mouth, He is always 
ready to thrill Congress by a narrative of the 
wrongs of the toiling masses. Hanging capitalists 
to lamp-posts verbally is his delight, and a smile 
of sublime contentment overspreads his face as 
he predicts revolutions and bloodshed. No mat- 
ter what may be the character of the measure 
before the House, he works in his daily appeal 
for the ‘“ horny-handed,” etc., and rare is the 
speaker or chairman who will undertake to shut 
off the “ representative of labor.” 

He reaches the House early, so as to have his 
choice of opportunities for making himself solid 
with the said “ horny-handed,” out of the sweat 
of whose brow he has for years drawn his sub- 
sistence by jaw-work. Two things are necessary 
to raise his enthusiasm for labor to the speaking 
pitch—a full gallery of auditors and a well- 
filled press-pen. With those accessories, he recks 
not what the subject under consideration may 
be, but proceeds to work in his little speech. 
Here is a daily sample: 

A MemBer.—Mr. Speaker, I ask unanimous 
consent to take up Bill No. 498, providing for 
an additional story :o the post-office building 
at Sycamore, Texas. (No objection is made, 
and the member goes on to state the postal 
needs of Sycamore.) 

Labor LEADER (éreaking in).—Mr. Speaker— 

‘THE SPEAKER.—The gentleman from New 
York. 

Labor LEADER.—I desire to state right here, 
that in the deliberations of this House, the sons 
of ilabor, the horny-handed producers of this 
great and glorious nation, are shamefully neg- 
lected. The toiling masses are sending up a cry 
to us for help, and we sit here unheeding. But 
let us beware. Labor has more than once risen 
up in its might, and smitten its oppressors, and 
blood, warm, red blood has deluged— 

‘THE SPEAKER.—Will the gentleman please 
explain in what way his remarks are pertinent? 
The matter under consideration is a bill pro- 






** you can not go skating to-day. 


**can’t I go if I'll just skate 


PUCK. 


viding for an additional story 
to the post-office building at 
Syc 

Lapor LEADER.—I have heard 
the title of the bill read, and 
my remarks are pertinent, inas- 
much as every measure coming 
before this body concerns this 
great nation’s brawn and mus- 
cle; aye, sir, as I said before, 
the toiling masses are watching 
cur every movement, and woe 
be unto us if we snub them and 
devote our time to enriching 
corporations and monopolies, 
Look at the state of affairs on 
all sides of us! What do we 
see? Blood-sucking monopolies 
swelled to gigantic proportions 
by swallowing up the life-cur- 
rents of the poor laborer; rail- 
road robbers filling their coffers 
with— 

THE SpeaAKER.—The Chair 
can not understand what blood- 
sucking monopolies and _ rail- 
road robbers have to do with 
the Sycamore post-office. Will 
the gentleman please confine— 

Lasor LEADER. — With all 
due respect to the Chair, I must 
say that glorious labor can not 
be confined. It is world-wide 
in its operations; world-wide in 
its effects, and world-wide in 





its needs. It will never be satisfied with petty 
legislation, It is no child, to be put off with 
toys. It is a full-grown man, and must be 


treated as such. A little over a hundred years 
ago, the French aristocracy found out it was 
no child to be toyed with, and we will find it 
before many years elapse. Sirs, have you for- 
gotten the French revolution? Have you for- 
gotten how da delle France was drenched with 
the blood of its royalty and nobility? Have 
you— 

THE SPEAKER.—The Chair desires to extend 
all courtesy to the gentleman, but, indeed, it is 
unable to see the con- 
nection between the 


| 
French Revolution | 
and the Sycamore | 
post-office— | 


SEVERAL MEMBERS. 
—Shut him up! 
LABOR LEADER.— 
No, sirs, you can not 
shut up the mouth of 
Labor. I shall stand 
here and proclaim its 
rights and wrongs un- 
til the world has heard 
every one of them. 
And he does. 
W. L. Riorpon. 


‘THERE SEEMS to be 
a friendly rivalry be- 
tween Editors Dana 
and Watterson, as to 
which shall do the 
more to reélect Presi- 
dent Cleveland. 





‘THE SAN FRANCIs- 
co Alta says that can- 
vas- back ducks are 
disappearing from the 
East. So they are, es- 
teemed cotemporary. | 
One of them disap- | 
peared last night at 
six o’clock. He went 
South. 





EDUCATIONAL MATTERS. 





*‘I shall be out late to-night, my dear,” said young 
Professor X. to his wife: ‘*there are some educational 
matters that must be attended to.” 

‘¢ Very well,” replied the patient wife. 

Then Professor X., on educational matters intent, 
slipped over to the Polo Grounds, and taught the young 
female idea how to chute. 


Sam JoNnEs’s bad grammar was more than 
Boston could stand. Boston people are anxious 
to go to heaven, but they want to get there 
grammatically. 





‘“ Mixep PICKLEs,’? at the New Orleans 
Academy of Music, will be followed by “ Lem- 
ons.’? New Orleans is evidently trying to 
sober up. 
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Lapy (¢o Count, who has just *‘popped”).—Yes, marrying a title and becom- 
ing a countess is all very well, but if you would be really solid in ¢Azs country, you will 
have to take out a Policy in the United States Mutual Accident Association. 

Upon his promise to do so, he was accepted, 201 











A WALL STREET KING TURNS ALCHEMIST. 


Lots OF Mongey LyING AROUND WAITING TO BE PICKED UP. 


A Valuable Lesson for Youthful Young Men, and a Case in 
Point—How an Editor has Struck it Rich—The Het- 
erogeneous Mob that Wanders Around Exchange Place. 







UEER as it may seem, there is no city on the face of this lit- 
tle universe where enterprise is so quickly rewarded, as 
in the town of New York That is why all the big manu- 
facturing concerns come here, and everybody is getting 
rich. There is lots of money lying around everywhere, 
and the New Yorker is always willing to squander a quar- 

ter if he gets a good thing. Of course, it don’t do to palm 
off a Bowery y uth for the real good old-fashioned ‘ Bloody Ben, the [lair-lifter of 
the Plains,” nor to stick up in the window a ‘spring chicken” that has been wintering 
in Southern Italy for its health. But if a man has got anything to him, or is going to 
father a scheme that is good for anything, he wants to skate right over to Manhattan 
Island and hire a hall. 

When it comes to big things, this village is pretty likely to climb on the roof 
and be there every time. We have got a needle up in the pasture, where the Central 
Park Policemen forage, that is about as big as they make them, and when it comes to 
works of art, Bartholdi’s Big Girl down the bay will fill the bill. We keep up our 
end on bridges and street railroads, and any time things get dull, the newspapers have 
a contract with D. A. 49, to dish up a first-class strike to order, at a moment’s notice, 
And here is an example of how things grow in the mushroom atmosphere of this 
town. Take the big newspapers, What place except Secaucus and Hohokus, N. J., 
could build up a paper like Ze Wor/d, for instance, in less than three years, and sud- 
denly give all the funny men on the illustrated weeklies a chance to draw pictures of 
the man that owns it ? 

The soil of this island is favorable to the crank with an invention, too. All he 
needs to do is to drop a thousand filthy lucres into a patent solicitor’s hand, and then 
take the first toboggan express for Gotham. If he has got a good thing, in less than 
two years he will be figuring for a ranch at Tuxedo, which is next station to New York 
Society--the exclusive kind that spells it with a big S. If a man hasn't got a simple 
contrivance for turning out Brooklyn Bridges, or laying Electrical Subways as fast as 
a ten-year-old boy can spill beer from a growler, he still has lots of chances left. If 
he has a few ducats about his trousers, he can steer himself up against a speculation 
that will make him as rich as a man that trades in Boodle Aldermen. 

Do just the way the editor of the Wall Street Daily Mews did—Charles D. 
Keep, of course. He divested himself of his outer tunic of raiment, so to speak, 
when a very youthful young man, and set himself about to make a name and a fame 
and a fortune. And if the title of one of the best known men in financial circles and 
an admitted authority in special branches of medicine strikes the reader as much of 
anything, it may be conceded that he has done fairly well. He started in with the 
idea that brains, hard work and a good thing was reasonably sure to be on par in the 
market whenever the stock quotation was called for. It was not a long job to put the 
paper that is now the reliance of Wall Street men on the jump, and before he knew it 
he had a measure of success in about the same degree as the proprietor of The World. 
In one thing, by the way, he had a big advantage over the proprietor of this last shaper 
of public opinion and terror to Boodle Aldermen. Mr. Keep is not a man that the 
pencils of comic artists can get any soulful rejoicing out of. Look up at the face in 
the initial cut of this sermon, and there are no Ben Butler, Joe Pulitzer, Roscoe 
Conkling noses or eyes, or other freaks of nature in it. Unfortunately for the funny men 
he is a typical good-looking citizen, and there is no use to try and make anything else 
out of it, or the man that made the cut would have done it with ‘‘ ghoulish glee.” 

But the trouble with Mr. Keep is—trouble? Yes, he will find that, like Edison, 
Hewitt, Arthur, and all the rest of the prodigious workers, the time will come when 
he will have to take a long vacation, or give up entirely. The fact is that in the course 
of his journalistic labors he came across something that set him at work to develop it. 
It was nothing more nor less than a cure for coughs and colds. 

It happened in a queer way, too. Most big things start in some strange way, 
and the big remedy that he is now boss of is no exception. One day, while Mr. Keep 
was bowling along in a Pennsylvania Railroad palace car, to get out of the dust and 
dirt of New York, he tells this story: 

«* Last summer I was stopping at Elberon, and somehow I caught a frightful 
cold. The various remedies and medical prescriptions used to break its force had no 
effect. ‘The damp salt air of the seashore aggravated the malady, and, after a fort- 
night of going from bad to worse, I was on the point of leaving for the mountains, 
where I was told the dry air might help me. The conductor heard me wheezing and 
blowing on the train, and handed me a small box of little cough troches. * These things 
will kill your cold before morning,’ said the conductor: ‘more than that,’ he said: 
‘they will knock out the most stubborn case of bronchitis, asthma, and tonsilitis, if you 
only give them a fair show.’ 

‘¢I did n’t feel very much confidence in the little troches, but I was just in a 
frame of mind to take anything that came along. Well, to 
say it all in a word, I took those troches, and I woke up next 
morning with my head as clear as a bell, and not a sign of a 
cough or cold. This set me to thinking, and I got interested 
in the thing, and began to wonder why some one had not 
brought the remedy before the public.” 

It was a queer thing for a man of such business qualities 
to get interested in. But he did n’t take hold of it with a jump. 
Not hardly. It so happened that Mr. K. had done a little 
pioneer work in the cold-catching business himself, and he 
was looking around just about that time for something to clear 
his throat and bore a hole to breathe through. Well, he stud- 
ied into the thing, and it did not take long to see that he had 
found something worth while. That being settled, he applicd 
his maxim of «* brains, hard work and a good thing.” 

In the course of his business Mr. Keep met every dav 
a lot of the prominent financial and business men down town 
He had the remedy in his mind all the while, and as often as 
he heard a man sneeze, he silently handed out a troche. In 
less than a week he had a string of big guns up in the office, 
saying: 

‘* By the way, Keep, what was that brown thing that looks like the top of a 
billiard cue you gave me yesterday?” 

«« Why, is that what you came up here to find out?” 

‘* Well, the fact is, my wife had been doctoring my cold for two weeks, and it 
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“YOU WILL HAVE TO SING, NOW.” 
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In some way or other that troche you gave me did it 
My wife sent me around to find out where I can 


was getting worse all the time. 
up inside of twenty-four hours. 
get a box.” 

Gerald B. Scranton, of E. K. Willard & Co.; John F. Dudley, of No. 22 South 
Oxford Street; Frederick Taylor, the well known cashier of the Continental Bank; 
John G. Moore, of Moore & Schley, and a myriad of others were among the early 
morning callers who “ dropped in 
to find out ” about the remedy. Mr. 
Keep was so bothered by the in- 
cessant call for troches that he sup- 
plied himself with a score or more 
of boxes. He laid in a supply of 
all kinds, and when he was ques- 
tioned as to how much to take, and 
all the other queries, he learned a 
little formula, and shot it out as 
every friend came in. The troches, 
he told them, were the handiest for 
the day-time to carry around in 
your vest pocket, while you are do- 
ing your business. But for acute 
cases he advised them to get a 
bottle of the Cough Balsam, and 
they would feel the effects quicker, 
as it was the most powerful. 

A funny thing about it was 
that about the time he was think 
ing over the discovery he happened to read what Shakspere says in the Third Scene 
of Henry the Fourth: 

««’Tis dangerous to take a cold.” 

«‘By heavens,” Mr. Keep remarked: “it’s a pity Shakspere could n’t see 
what I have got in this bottle. I think he would change his mind on the subject 
of colds.” 

He pondered the matter over, and felt a good deal like the man who created 
‘«¢ Frankenstein.” He knew it was something that was to be a big thing and a joy 
forever to every one that had a cold. This set him to beating the bush for a name, 
and he hauled down from his shelves the dusty old books he used to study. He ran 
his eye through half-a-dozen of the old classics; but Latin and Greek did n't seem to 
strike him as just the thing for a grand American discovery. He picked up his old 
Anglo-Saxon selections from King Alfred’s version of Boethius, and there he found the 
good, old, early English word ** wraennes,” which means a boon or a luxury, and he 
had it. He selected the derivative “ wren,” and affixing the initial of his own name 
he was fixed in great shape. 

That is the history of the «« K-Wren” remedies. 

Funny, is n’t it? 

But that is n’t the funniest part of it. Oh, no! If you want to see the strangest 
sight in the world, just drop into 49 Exchange Place some day when you are down- 
town. Well, you’ll laugh. You will see Mr. Keep there, that is, if you are energetic 
in making a path through a crowd. From early morning until he closes up he is be- 
sieged with a mob of people yelling for «« K-Wren.””? Everybody, from the Wall Street 
broker with his high dicer and stock certificates of millions in his pocket down to the 
mother of a big family in an East side tenement, is in the line. 

The most confusing Babel of voices and orders are kept up in a stream as big 
as the Aqueduct Commissioners say they will have when the new water-mains are 
finished. If the great K-Wren remedy was put up in only one form, it might be an 
easy thing to sling out the cough cure as fast as a down-town waiter can dish coffee 
and cakes. But the K-Wren (or Ka-Ren as it is sometimes spelled) comes both as 
Troches and as Balsam. And this isn’t the worst of it, either. At one and the same 
moment you will hear a dozen voices calling impatiently for: 

‘«‘ Troches—vest-pocket size, Io cents; medium, 15 cents; household size, 25 
cents; 4-0z, bottle of Cough Balsam, 50 cents. Give me one of your 8-oz. bottles for 
a dollar.” 

And in the midst of this comes a small post-office of mail, with orders from 
Skowhegan, Maine, to St. Helen, Oregon. The orders are made up, and sent along 
postage paid, and so the K-Wren is sent on its travels, securely packed, all over the 
country, Just as things are getting in shape, up bangs the wagon of some drug store, 
and in comes an order for the wholesale department. For an actual fact, while I was 
standing across the street looking at. the crowd that called for K-Wren in no feeble 
voice, I saw an army of clerks marking big bundles to such firms as: 

D. F. O'Connell, 82'/, Broadway; William Wilson, Broadway, Corner Pine 
Street; Alex. Hudnut, 218 Broadway (era/d Building); Wilson’s Pharmacy, Broad- 
way, Corner Canal; A. J. Ditman, Broadway, Corner Barclay (Astor louse); Cas- 
well, Massey & Co., Fifth Avenue and Forty-seventh Street; Caswell, Massey & Co., 
1,121 Broadway, Corner Twenty-third Street; Oscar Kress, The Newport, Fifty- 
second Street and Broadway; Caswell, Hazard & Co., Fifth Avenue Hotel and Thirty- 
ninth Street and Sixth Avenue; W. H. Whitney, Grand Union Hotel; Z. T. Benson, 
2,334 Third Avenue; Bijou Pharmacy, 2,392 Third Avenue; H. A. Tieman, 2,453 

Third Avenue; R. W. Ridley, 2,364 Fourth Avenue; C. E. 
Finkles, Main Street, Yonkers; Dyer’s Pharmacy. Park 
Avenue Hotel; Chumar & Son 259 Eighth Avenue; Painter’s 
Pharmacy, 1,316 Broadway; Cotton Exchange Pharmacy, 
Corner William and Beaver; H. Carey, 541 Second Avenue. 

It is from the big drug-stores all over the city that the 
society women of New York manage to keep supplied with 
the K-Wren. It is a hard thing now to spend an evening 
«‘out” anywhere along ‘‘the Avenue,” without finding the 
K-Wren making its appearance from little snuff-boxes, and 
the ladies’ pockets. It is: ‘* Have a K-Wren troche, my 
dear ?’”’ and ** Thanks, I have some myself.” If the dramatic 
and musical profession’s opinion is worth anything, the 
K-Wren is now an indispensable thing for public singers and 
speakers. It takes the rough-scraped throat right out, and 
in two minutes puts it back again as good as new. But it 
has been the death-knell of the moss-covered chestnut at par- 
ties and receptions: ‘I’m so sorry, but I have a cold, and I 
really can’t sing.” 

Well, I struck out to give a pointer to youthful young 
men, and if I had n’t told so much about how the K-Wren 
stuff kills colds—But that is all right. Get a first-class thing like this remedy, that is 
really what it says it is, and you are settled, Fly right over to New York, set up a 
quarry, and keep an eye open for a chance to buy a horse-railroad charter. You'll 
have boodle enough. 





‘HAVE A K-WREN TROCHE, MY DEAR?” 
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NO GENTLEMAN 


who has once shaved’ WITH 
GENUINE YANKEE SOAP 
will ever be without it. 

It softens the beard, soothes 
the skin. Its lather is heavy, and 
does not dry on the face. It has 
noequal. Ad Druggists keep it. 
Avoid Imitations. Trial Sample 
by Mail, 12 cts. 


THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO., 


Glastonbury, Conn. 


Formerly WiLt1aMs & Bros., Man- 
chester, 1840. 











LL & CO., Chicago. 





55 West 23rd Street. 


DEN MUSEE. Munsci Lajos and Prince 


Paul Esterhazy’s Orchestra. Daily two Grand Con- 
certs. Admission, 50 cents; Sundays, 25 cents. 








PUCK. 
THE CELEBRATED 
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Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists, 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155E. 14th St., N. Y. 


SOHMER & Co. 


Pal ADELAHIA, PAs WJ 19 Chestnut St. 
CHIGACO, ILL..” 209’ Wabash A . 
SANFRANCISGO- CAL. O23 Market st. 


Jewett’s Refrigerators 


CusToMER.—Are you sure this bread is fresh, 
baker ? 

FRESH BAKER.—Well, I should say so—it’s 
to-morrow’s,— Life. 


Docror.— Your heart is in a normal con- 
dition. 

NERvous OLp Lapy.—Goodness! 
fatal? 

Doctor,—lIts beat is iambic. 

Oxtp Lapy.—It’s just dreadful! 

Docror.—Were it trochaic, or even spon- 
diac— 

Otp Lapy.—Doctor, don’t keep me in this 
horrible suspense. Give me some medicine at 
once. 

Doctror.—My dear, there’s nothing the mat- 
ter with your heart. 

Otp Lapy.—Oh! there isn’t? Why didn’t 
you say so, then?—H/arper’s Bazar. 


“Papa,” said a Philadelphia girl: “I7ll be 
sixteen to-morrow. Can I have a beau?” 

“No, certainly not; you’re too young yet.” 

“Too young! Good gracious, pa! ‘Thou- 
sands of girls have been married before they 
were my age.” 

“Yes, I know they have; but, in nine cases 
out of ten, they have regretted it.”’ 

“Yes, that’s just it, pa. I'd like to get mar- 
ried before I’m seventeen, so that, if I get a 
husband I can not live with, I will still be 
young enough when I get my divorce to capt- 
ure another one.”?—/Phila. Kronikle-Herald, 


And is it 





Don’t Read This 
if you have a sufficiency of this world’s goods; but if you 


have not, write to Hallett & Co., Portland, Maine, and 
receive free, full particulars about work that you can do, and live 
at home, wherever you are located, at a profit of from $5 to $25 
per day, and upward. All succeed; both sexes; allages. Allis 
new. Capital not required; Hallett & Co. will start you. Don’t 
delay; investigate at once, and grand succe-s will attend you. 


THE PATENT 


LABRADOR. 


Send for Book of Information. 187 


THE JOHN C. JEWETT M’F’G. CO., Buffalo, N. Y. 





Vick’s Early Scarlet Globe Radish, 


For hot-bed forcing there is no variety so desirable as the ‘‘ Early 
Scarlet Globe.’”’ It is the earliest; its co'or is the handsomest; in 
flavor itis the mildest, most crisp, juicy and tender. It is the mar- 
Ket gardener’s favorite as a forcmg Radish. It forms small top 
and will stand a great amount of heat without becoming pithy. It 
is also an excellent variety for garden culture. Brought out by us 





Frenchmen can properly be called “ the Knights of the table.” 
They are good judges in all its refinements and delicacies _ In or 
der to stimulate the appetite an | keep the dig stive organsin good 
order they give pre em'nence to Angostura Bitters. When 
you try them, be sure it is the genuine article, manufactured by 
Dr. J. G. B, Siegert & Sons. 


in 1884, it has alre dy become widely Known and deservedly popu- 
Price, per packet, 10 cents. 





lar. 


VICK’S 
Lobelia Erecta. 


This favorite plant, grow- 





ing about 4 inches high, is re- 
markably useful to the gar- 
dener, being adapted to a 
great variety of ornamental 
= purposes. 
= of foliage beds, etc. Price, per 
packet, 10 cents. 


Grand for edgings 





EVENING DRESS FABRICS. “aaa 
MOUSSELINE SOIE, VICK’S FLORAL GUIDE 


FOR 1887. 
EM BROIDERED NETS, GRENADINES, mouninns Die < Tinos, heats of poe Tseng ages | 
WHITE AND COLORED CREPES, over #50 containing an Ii rated Lael nensie all the FLOWEKS 
SILKS, SATINS, 
GOLD AND SILK BROCADES, ETC. ™ 


and VEGETABLES grown, with directions how to g ow them, 
Droadeocry Ho 1 oth dt. 


where the best SEEDS, PLANTS AND BULBS can be pro- 
cured, with prices ofeach. This book mailed free on receipt of 
to cents, and the 10 cents may be deducted from the first order 
sent us. Every one interested in a garden, or who desires good, 
fresh seeds, should have this work. We refer to the millions of 
persons who have planted our seeds. 
Or, 
LOBELIA, RADISH AND FLORAL GUIDE MAILED 
| FREE TO ANY ADDRESS ON RECEIPT OF 20 CTS. 
New York. 


JAMES VICK, Seedsman 


| 1843 East AVENUE. 





ROCHESTER, N. Y. 





Ask your retailer for the James Means’ $3 Shoe. Caution! Some dealers recommend inferior goods in 

order to make a larger profit. ‘hs is the spe $3Shoe Beware of imitations which acknowledge their 
own inferiority by attemptine to build upon the reputation of the original. 

None Genuine unless bearing this Stamp, 


JAMES MEANS’ $3 SHOE. 


Made in Button, Congress and Lace. Best Calf Skin. Unexcelled in Durability, Comfort and afppear- 
ance. Our celebrated factory produces a larger quantity of Shoes of this grade than any other factory 
in the world, Thousands who wear them will tell you the reason if you ask them, JAMES 
MEANS’ $2 SHOE for Boys is unapproached in Durability. If you want a pair of re- 
liable Shces at a low price, why won’t you sit down now and send us a postal card, and let us 
tell you the whole of our story. We can not do it in this small space. We 
will agree to pa our shoes easily within your reach, in any State or Terri- 
tory, if you will only send us your name and address, and mention Puck. 


JAMES MEANS c& CO., 


NO. 41 LINCOLN ST., BOSTON, MASS, 


For Gentlemen. 
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“Owinc to ill-health,” says Bill Nye: “I 
will sell at my residence in town 29, range 18, 
west, according to Government survey, one 
crushed-raspberry colored cow, aged six years. 


| 


She is a good milkster, and is not afraid of the | 


cars—or anything else. She is a cow of un- 
daunted courage, and gives milk frequently. 
To a man who does not fear death in any form 
she would be a great boom. She is very much 
attached to her home at present by means of a 
trace chain; but she will be sold to any one 
who will agree to treat her right. She is one- 
fourth shorthorn and three-fourths hyena. Pur- 
chaser need not be identified. I will also throw 
in a double-barreled shot-gun which goes with 
her. In May she generally goes away some- 
where for a week or two, and returns with a tall, 
red calf, with long, wabbly legs. Her name is 
Rose, and I would prefer to sell her to a non- 
resident.””»— Unknown Exchange. 


b°? NOT DELAY, BUT BEAR IN MIND THAT 
consumption often begins with a neglected cold or cough. 
Adamson’s Botanic Balsam wins the day in curing coughs and 
colds. Price, 35 and 75 cents. Trial bottles, 1o cents. Kinsman’s, 
Cor. 25th St. and 4th Ave. 


THE GHASTLY RECORD 


of deaths that result from Malaria is frightful. There 
is no disease that is so insidious in its attack. Its ap- 
proach is stealthy and it permeates every fibre of the 
body, and remedies, which, if applied at the outset, by 
delay lose their power. Dr. Tutt’s Liver Pills have proven 
the most valuable Malarial Antidote ever discovered. A 
noted clergyman of New York pronounces them ‘‘ the 
greatest blessing of the nineteenth century,” and says, 
‘‘in these days of defective plumbing and sewer gas no 
family should be without them.’’ They are pleasant to 
take, being covered with a vanilla sugar coating. 


Tutt’s Liver Pills, 
SURE ANTIDOTE TO MALARIA. 


Sold everywhere, 25c. 








Is THIS WHAT 


Min 


AILS YOU? 





Chemist Ma Druggist, 


Do you feel generally miserable, or suffer with a thousand and 
one indescribable bad feelings, both mental! and physical? Among 
them low spirits, nervousness, weariness, lifelessness, weakness, 
dizziness, feelings of fullness or bloating after eating, or sense of 
“*goneness ’’ or emptiness of stomach in morning, flesh soft and 
lacking firmness, headache, blurring of eyesight, specks floating 
before the eyes, nervous irritability, poor memory, chilliness, al- 
ternating with hot flushes, lassitude, throbbing, gurgling or rum|)- 
ling sensation in bowels, with heat and nipping pains occasionally, 
palpitation of heart, short breath on exertion, slow circulation of 
blood, cold feet, pain and oppression in chest and back, pain 
around the loins, aching and weariness of the lower limbs, drowsi- 
ness after meals, but nervous wakefulness at night, languor in the 
morning, and a constant feeling of dread, as if something awful 
was about to happen. 

If you have any or all of these symptoms, send 36c. to GEO. N. 
STODDARD, Druggist, 1226 Niagara St., Buffalo, N. Y., who 
will send you, post-paid, some simple and harmless powders, 
pleasant to take, and easy directions*which, if you follow, will 
positively and effectually cure in from one to three weeks’ time, 
no matter how bad you may be. Few have suffered from these 
causes more than I, and fewer still at my age (48) are in more per- 
fect health than I am now. The same means will cure you. 

The Cincinnati Christian Standard says: ** We have seen testimonials 
from sufferers, and they all verify the good results obtained from his simple 
remedies. We know Mr. Stoddard personally, and can vouch for the truth- 
fullness ot his statements. He has n in business in Buffalo for eighteen 
years, always doing just as he agreed to. Our readers need have no hesi- 
tancy in sending him money.” 

The Christian at Work, New York, says: ** We are personally acquainted 
with Mr. Stoddard, and know that any communication to him will receive 
prompt and careful attention.”’ 
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CONSUMPTION. 


T have a positive remedy for the above disease ; by its use thonsands 
of cases of the worst kind and long standing have been cnred. Indeed. 
80 strong is my faith in its efficacy. that I will send TWO BOTTLES 
FREE, together with a VALUABLE TREATISE or: this disease to ang 
sufferer. Give Ex. & P. O. address. DR. T. A. SLOCUM, 181 Pear! St. N, 














PUCK. 
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infantile Loveliness 


No mother who loves her children, who takes pride in their 
beauty, purity, and health, and in bestowing upon them a child’s 
greatest inheritance,—a skin without blemish, and a body nour- 
ished by pure blood,—should fail to make trial of the Curicura 
REMEDIES. 

CuticurA, the great skin cure, and Cuticura Soap, an exquisite 
skin beautifier, prepared from it, externally, and CuticurA Rgsot- 
veNT, the new blood purifier, internally, are a speedy, wholesome, 
and infallible cure for every species of torturing, disfiguring, itching 
scaly, and pimply diseases of the skin, scalp, and blood, with loss 
of hair, from pimples to scrofula. 





Have just used your Curicura Remepigs on one of my girls, 
and found it to be just what it is recommended to be. My daught- 
er was all broken out on her head and body, and the hair com- 
menced to come out, Now she is as smooth as ever she was, and 
she has only used one box of Cuticura, one cake of CuTicura 
Soap, and one bottle of Curicura Resotvent. I doctored with 
quite a number of doctors, but to no avail. I am willing to make 
affidav it to the truth of the statement. 

GEORGE EAST, Macon, Mich. 





Sold everywhere Price, Cuticura, soc.; Soap, 25c.; REsor- 
VENT, $1. Prepared by the Potter DruG anp Cuemicat Co., 
3oston, Mass. 

aa@~ Send for ‘‘ How to Cure Skin Diseases,’’ 64.pages, 50 illus- 
trations, and 100 testimonials. 


My little son, aged eight years, has been afflicted with Eczema 
of the scalp, and at times a great portion of the body, ever since 
he was two yearsold, It began in his ears, and extended to his 
scalp, which became covered with scabs and sores, and from 
which a sticky fluid poured out, causing intense itching and dis- 
tress, and leaving his hair matted and lifeless. Underneath these 
scabs the skin was raw, like a piece of beefsteak. Gradually the 
hair came out and was destroyed, until but a small patch was left 
at the back of the head. My friends in Peabody know how my 
little boy has suffered. At night he would scratch his head until 
his pillow was covered with blood, I used to tie his hands behind 
him, and in many ways tried to prevent his scratching; but it was 
no use; he would scratch. 1 took him to the hospital and to the 
best physicians in Peabody without success. About this time, 
some friends, who had been cured by the Curicura Remepir 
prevailed upon me to try them, I began to use them on the 15th 
of January last. In seven months every particle of the disease 
was removed. Not aspot or scab remains on his scalp to tell the 
story of his suffering. His hair has returned, and is thick and 
strong, and his scalp as sweet and clean as any child’s in the 
world. I wish all similarly afflicted to know that my statement 
is true and without exaggeration. 


CHARLES McKAY, Peabody, Mass. 





Skin and Scalp preserved and beautified by Cur- 
curA MepIcaTep Soap. 


BABY'S 








| 


PLES, black-heads, chapped and oily skin prevented by 
CuricurA Mepicarep Soap. 
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THE hanging of Cluverius has started Vir- 
ginia papers to arguing the question: “ Does 
hanging prevent murder?” It is a matter of 
history that cases are rare where a man is known 
to commit murder after being thoroughly hang- 
ed.—Philadelphia North American. 

A CORRESPONDENT asks: ‘What does the 
word ‘ boodle’ mean?” In the case of certain 
ex-Aldermen of New York, it means a long 
term in the State prison.— Norristown Herald. 

“Wuart will follow the toboggan?” asks an 
exchange. Another toboggan; interval about 
thirty seconds.— Burlington Free Press. 





Blair’s Pills.—Great English Gout and Rheumatic Remedy. 
Oval box, 34; round, 14-Pills. At all druggists. 723 


EPPS’S 


GRATEFUL—COMFORTING, 


COCOA 








| 


THE WASHBURN AMERICAN CUITARS 
AND MANDOLINES 






Finest toned , most durable, 
and possess the only absolutely 
correct . Warranted tostandin any climate. Ask your dealer 
forthem. [Illustrated Catalogue mailed free by the Manufacturers, 


“YON & HEALY, 162 State St., Chicago. 
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DENTAL OFFICE OF 
Philippine Dieffenbach-Truchsess 


NO. 162 WEST 23D STREET, Bet. eth and 1th Aves., N. ¥. 








EXERCISER for Brain Workere and 

ry Teuple. Gentlemen, Ladies, and Youths; the 

Athlete or Invalid. A complete gymnasium, Takes up 

but 6 inches square floor-room ; something new, scientific, 

durable, comprehensive, cheap. Send for circular. “ Homp 
ScHoo. vor Puysicat Cu.runs,” 

713 Sth Ave., N. ¥. City. Prof. 


“HOME 
Sedentary 









D. L. Dowp. Wm. Blaikie, author of “How 734 
to Get Strong,’ says of it: “I never saw any 
other [ liked Ralf as well.” 
Its causes, and a new and suc- 
cessful CURE at your own 
home, by one who was deaf 
twenty-eight years, Treated by most of the noted 
, ae 9 without benefit. Cured himse// in three 
mont! ) and since then hundreds of others. Full 
particulars sent on applicati 743 


on, 
T. 8S. PAGE, No. 41 West 8ist St., New York Oity. 
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The Great English Complexion Soap.—=A Specialty for the Toilet. 


PUCK. 


ENDORSED BY THE HIGHEST AUTHORITY. 





A Specialty for Infants. 


For CHILDREN AND ALL PERSONS whose skin is delicate or sensitive to changes in the weather, winter or summer, PEARS’ SOAP 
is invaluable, as on account of its emollient, non-irritant character, Redness, Roughness, and Chapping are prevented, and a fun appearance and 
soft, velvety condition maintained, and a good, healthful, and attractive complexion insured. Its agreeable and lasting pert ume, beautiful appearance 
and soothing properties commend it as the greatest luxury and most elegant adjunct to the toilet. f od 


a@ A Beautiful Complexion is certainly insured by the regular use of PEARS’ SOAP. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE. 





Hee Souler 


Known throughout the States as the Leader of 
Fashionable and Moderate Priced 


CUSTOM TAILORING. 


IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC 


WOOLENS. 


ENDLESS VARIETY. 


Suits to measure from $20. 


Overcoats ‘ co 8. 
Trousers ‘ si 5. 
Samples and Self Measurement Rules mailed on 
application. 


145, 147, 149 Bowery, 
and 
771 Broadway, Corner Ninth Street. 





Print Your Own Cards! 


$3; Cirenlar size $8; Newspaper size, $44. 
Type-setting easy, printed [ostrections. Send 3 stamps for 
{SEY &c., to the factory, 


De emet HEEISEY & CO, Meriden, Conn, 








‘“‘Must. be cold out,’”’ said the usher at the 


| Northwestern depot to a fat man who had just 


entered the building. 

‘What makes you think so?” asked the fat 
man. 

“ Icicles clinging to your moustache.” 

“Well, what has that got to do with the 
weather ?”” 

“And your nose is red.” 

«What has that got to do with the weather ?”” 

“Well, 1 say it must be cold out.” 

“You don’t say so ?” 

‘¢ Well, is n’t it cold ?” 

“I’m sure 1 don’t know; what makes you 
think it is cold?” 

“Why, the icicles on your moustache and 
your red nose, of course.” 

“Oh, pshaw, man, that’s the fault of the 
whiskey.”’— Chicago Herald. 

Sr. Louis wants another bridge, and she 
should have it. The facilities for leaving that 
city can not be too great.— Peoria Transcript. 


Tue panther that was shot near Peoria one 
day last week, turns out to have been a dog. 
The daring hunter who shot him has gone into 
seclusion, and pulled the seclusion in after him. 
—Chicago Tribune. 





I’m not a believer in patent medicines, but a friend induced me 


to try Salvation Oil for my foot, which has been afflicted with 
rheumatism for several years. I used it and the rheumatism is 
entirely gone. JOHN H. ANDERSON, 

Head Waiter, Maltby House, Baltimore, Md. 
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~ AL 
BITTERS. 


An excellent appetizing tonic of isite flavor, now used over the 

whole world, cures Dy: : ia, Diarthes, Fever and Ague, and all 

disorders of the Digestive ns. A few drops imparts delicious flavor 

to a glass ofchampagne, and to all summer drinks. Try it, and 
of counterfeits. Ask your grocer or ro for the 

article, manufactured by DR. J. G. B. SIEGERT & SONS. 


3. W. WUPPERMANN, SOLE AGENT. 





Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 


61 BROADWAY, WN. ¥. 
Candies in the World, put up in hand 
some boxes, All strictly pure. Suitable 


F A NDY for presents, Try it once. 


Address ©, F, GUNTHER. Confectioner, 
191 78 Madiscn St., Chicago. 
eg returns. Noindelicacy. Neither 


knife, purge, salve or suppository. Liver, kidney 
andall bowel troubles—especially constipation--cur- 
like magic. Sufferers willlearn of asimple remedy 

free, by addressing, J. H. REEVES, 78 Nassau St., N. Y. 











Instant relief. Final cure and never 
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The proof of the merits of a plaster is the 
cures it effects, and the voluntary testimonials 
of those who have used ALLcock’s Porous 
Piasters during the past thirty years is unim- 
peachable evidence of their superiority, and 
should convince the most skeptical. Beware of 
imitations. 

Ask for ALLCcocK’s, and let no explanation 
or solicitation induce you to accept a substitute. 








beaut YAND “FRAC RANC 


ARE COMMUNICATED TO THE MOUTH BY 


S$ OZODONT, 


which renders the teeth pearly warre, the gums 
rosy, and the breath swrer. By those who have 
used it, it is regarded as an indispensable ad- 
junct of the toilet. It thoroughly removes tartar 
from the teeth without injuring the enamel. 


Sold by Druggists and Fancy-Goods Dealers, 








SCOTT’S 
EMULSION 





~ OF PURE COD LIVER OIL 
And Htypophosphites of Lime & Soda 


Almost as Palatable as Milk. 


The only preparation of COD LIVER OIL that 
can be taken readily and tolerated for a long time 
by delicate stomachs. 


AND AS A REMEDY FOR conse 
SCROFULOL = ANAEMIA, 
ERA BILITY. GHS AND TE . 
FECTIONS, and sll WASTING DISORDERS OF 
CHILDREN it is marvellous in its resulta. 


ribed and endorsed by the best sicians 
in the countries of the worid. 








PUCK. 


|  ‘Ricues take unto themselves wings and fly 
away,” said the teacher: “ What kind of riches 
is meant ?”’? And the smart bad boy at the foot 
of the class said he “reckoned they must be 
| ost-riches.” And the only sound that broke 
the ensuing silence was the sound that a real 
smart bad boy makes when, without saying so in 
just so many words, he seeks to convey—and us- 
ually does convey—the impression that he is in 
great pain.— Burdette, in Brooklyn Eagle. 
PRoFEssOR LOCKYER says only six thousand 
nine hundred stars are visible to the naked 
eye.—Lxchange. Professor Lockyer never sat 
| down on an icy pavement.— Washington Critic. 
Puck’s ANNUAL is a big quarto this time and a big 
thing every time. It is health to the sick, rest for the 
weary, and a joy to the world. Buy Puck’s ANNUAL 


and be happy. Price, twenty-five cents. —Boston Com- 
mercial Bulletin. 





GIVEN AWAY! A package Mixed 
Flower seeds (500 Kinds) w th Park’s Flora 
Guipg, allfor2 stamps. Every flower-lover de- 


lighted. Tell all your frien’s. G. W. Park, 


Fannettsburg, Pa. 6a Send atonce. This notice will not t appear again. 


AGENTS 


given, satisfaction bane wit ot 








WANTED (Samples FREE) fc for DR. SCOTT’S 
pamngh “" bog, Sep CORSETS, BRUSHES, 
te. No risk, quick sales. Territory 

DR. SCOTT, 843 B'way, N. Y. 


BOKER’S. BITTERS 












The Oldest and Best of All 
STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor, 
78 JOHN STREET, NEW YORK. 





TOBOGGANING. 


Agent; for the celebrated 


PROCTOR TOBOGGAN. 


“ . STRONGEST, MOST DURABLE & SWIFTEST. 
SEND FOR CIRCULAR. 


© New York Bioycle Go, 38 Park Place 


Mr. Joseph Kepp'er’s celebrated water-color portrait of 





MRS. GROVER CLEVELAND, 


(from 10 color plates; the only portrait of Mrs. Cleveland which 
is drawn from life), 15 cents per copy, of all News-dealers, or 
by mail, on receipt of price, from . 


THE PUBLISHERS OF PUCK, 


New York. 
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= SANITAS? == 


Nature’s Disinfectant, 


THE PINE FOREST at HOME. 
Should be in Every Household. 


100,000 LIVES 


ANNUALLY LOST IN THE UNITED STATES, 


from Scarlet Fever, Small Pox, Malaria, Dy- 
sentery, Enteric Fever, Measles, Diptheria, 
Whooping Cough and Diarrhea, can be saved 
by the regular use in every household of 


“SANITAS,” THE BEST DISINFECTANT, 
which is colorless, non-poisonous, does not 
stain linen and is fragrant. 


** Actuated by the same impulse which makes 
us turn our faces towards a fresh breeze” we 
** grasp a bottle of * Sanitas’ in a sick room.” 
—ANNIE THOMAS in “ Eyre of Blendon.” 


“SANITAS” FLUID, OIL, POWDER, SOAPS, &c. 
40 Cents each Preparation. 


To be had of ail Druggists, and of the 


American & Continental Sanitas” Cn, 


(Limited.) 


636-642 West 55th Street, N. Y. 
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| Post Office. 


Puck PrintTiInG House, 
KEPPLER & SCIIWARZMANN 
Puck Building, Co Houston and Mutlherry 


FACILITILS FOR 


MERCANTILE JOB PRINTING, 
POWER-PRESS PRINTING OF PLATES FOR LARGE EDITIONS OF 
MAGAZINES, BOOKS, PAMPHLETS, ETC. 


Composition and Electrotyping of New Works. 
FOLDING, STITCHING and BOOK-BINDING. 


Estimates FoR Apove Branches FURNISHED, 


CHAS. JANNICKRY, MANAGER. 


I CURE FITS! 


When I say cure I do not mean merely to stop them foratime and 
then havethem return again, I mean aradicaicnre. I have madethe 
disease of FITS, EPILEPSY or FALLING SICKNESS a life-long study. 
I warrant my remedy to cure the worstcas s. Because others have 
failed is no re’ son for not now receiving a cure. Send at once fora 
treatise and a Free Bottle of my infallible remedy. Give Express and 

It costs you nothing for a trial, and I will cure you 
Address DR. H. G. ROOT, 183 Pearl St., New York. 


, Proprietors. 
New York, 


Streets, 


AMERICA'S GREAT BREWERIES. 


The Manufacture of Beer Becoming (ne 


of the Leading Industries. 


Official Reports of the Sales of the Four Largest Breweries in America. 


Our nation, though one of the youngest on the globe, is like a giant, and fast out- 
8 young : g 
stripping the older nations of Europe in every thing that tends to the growth of national 


wealth. 


The manufacture of Lager Beer has grown and developed from very small begin- 


nings into an immense industry, and now bids fair to lead Europe in this branch, thus 
forcing the old renowned breweries of England and the continent from their proud posi- 
tions, which they have maintained for centuries. 


The following figures are taken from the official report of the Revenue Department: 


Anheuser-Busch Brewery, St. Louis 


Empire Brewery of Milwaukee, Phil. Best Brew. Co., Prop. 347,410 


Jos. Schlitz Brewery, Milwaukee 
Geo. Ehret, New York. 


Annual Sales. 


379,287 Bbls. 


Stock on Hand ’87. 
98,936 Bbls. 


85,524 * 
ee Oe a 319,835 “ 70,077“ 
311,887 * 62,741 


The official figures show that ANHEUSER-Buscu, of St. Louis, increased their sales 61,000 
barrels against the preceding year, which is the largest increase of business ever made by 
a brewery, explained by the fact that this Company has built up a great export trade, 
American beer being now drank in the five parts of the world, successfully competing with 


European brands and constantly gaining ground. 





FOR SALE BY ALL DRUGGISTS. 


This fact alone speaks volumes for the 


superiority and excellence of ANHEUSER-Buscu beer. 





















«One dollar fer a hat-check? Not much! I only paid ae =, k 

fifty cents fer that hat. Yeou kin keep it, an’ Ill wrap my “* Look here, if you two fellers don’t git aout o’ here, 
bandanner raound my head goin’ home!” I'll call a perliceman; I ’ll bet they don’t allow no 
Chinese nor Niggers in this here ball!” 
















et) ne mae * 
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winyyY (tr, 
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** Wa-al, I swan, Bill Gimblitt, I never expected to 
meet yeou here, all dressed-up in a swaller-tail coat! 
How’s all the folks ter home?” 









, 
i ‘ve lost the hull top o 
wae eat wrap my coat around yé, 
: 3419? 

oof I'll help ye find it! fo eS 
/2 

| , 2 
iN a i ee 2 | 








Fh 


*¢ It’s a terrible sight to see an old lady like that smokin’ 
cigars an’ talkin’ to young fellers; she ought to be to home, 
takin’ keer of her family!” 





UNCLE HAYSEED’S ADVENTURES, NO. III.— HE ATTENDS A MASQUERADE BALL. 














